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on Riina; side by side they hang on to life.
Along invisible channels, as the years have
passed, they have unawares sucked into them-
selves the sour substance of the other; when
they quarrel, it is with themselves they quarrel.
Every summer they go together to Holy Com-
munion; they cannot sleep except under the
same coverlet, with no words left to exchange,
coughing, turning and sighing.

In Juha's withered brain the natural phe-
nomenon, the process known as the formation
of a philosophy of life, dimly emerges. The
thin, bald-headed fellow could easier, much
easier, learn to fly than to understand those
words and their connotations; yet at the given
time the actual process takes place inside him as
autumn leaves drop from a tree though the tree
knows nothing of the botanical process involved.
Juha believes that he sees clearly now what life
is. It is like some sour, silly substance of which
every human being was given more than he
could handle, so that he was always in a state
of semi-exhaustion, always on the point of being
suffocated by it; it was like being put to work
in an enormous hayloft with dozens of carts
bringing in hay at a gallop. Until at last one
died. . . .

The thought of death sent Juha bounding up
from the roadside and set him moving home-
ward at a good pace. He is an old man, fifty